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PREFATORY  NOTE. 


The  following  Sermon  was  pronounced  in  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  of 
Dayton,  Ohio,  during  the  recent  convention  in  that  place,  of  the  General  Synod 
of  the  Evangelical  Lutheran  Church  in  the  United  States.  It  is  published  in 
answer  to  the  solicitations  of  sundry  members  and  friends  of  the  congregation  to 
whom  it  was  preached.  Though  it  is  hardly  worthy  of  being  committed  to 
print,  the  author  feels  glad  to  have  this  opportunity  thus  to  respond  to  an  inci¬ 
dent  which  testifies  to  a  sympathy  still  existing  between  communions  which 
were  once  so  nearly  identical  in  every  thing  accounted  essential  to  the  Christian 
system. 

May  God  bless  the  humble  gift  to  the  good  of  all  to  whom  it  may  come, 
especially  to  the  members  and  friends  of  “  Christ  Church,”  Dayton,  to  whom  it 
is  respectfully  and  affectionately  dedicated. 

Baltimore,  June  25th. 


Almighty  God  !  the  Eternal  and  only  Father ;  the  Maker 
and  Helper  of  all  things;  the  holy,  just,  and  true  God  and  Judge 
of  quick  and  dead:  For  the  sake  of  Jesus  Christ,  Thy  Son,  our 
Lord,  who  was  crucified  for  us,  and  raised  again,  have  mercy 
upon  us,  and  upon  all  who  call  upon  Thee;  and  move  and  gov¬ 
ern  all  by  Thy  Holy  Spirit,  gathering  unto  Thyself  a  Church  that 
shall  praise  Thee  in  the  abiding  Kingdom  of  Thy  dear  Son,  to 
Whom,  with  Thee,  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  glory,  world  without 
end. — Amen. 


SERMON. 


Oh  that  I  had  wings  like  a  dove !  for  then  would  I  fly  away,  and  be  at  rest.— 
Psalm  55:  6. 

Such  were  the  words  of  the  famous  king,  the  mighty  warrior, 
and  the  sweet  singer  of  Israel.  Most  men,  would,  perhaps,  have 
regarded  him  as  one  of  the  fortunate  and  happy  ones  of  earth. 
From  a  sheepfold,  he  had  become  the  occupant  of  a  throne. 
From  an  obscure  country  lad,  he  had  risen  to  be  the  sovereign 
of  a  great  and  prosperous  people.  From  a  minstrel  shepherd  he 
had  ascended  by  a  varied  line — now  the  Hebrew  champion,  now 
the  adventurous  exile,  now  triumphing  in  battle,  and  then  meek¬ 
ly  yielding  himself  to  the  mysterious  directions  of  his  God,  until 
we  behold  him  a  very  paragon  of  royalty — a  type  of  the  King 
of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords.  And  yet,  this  famed  and  mighty 
monarch  envies  even  the  little  dove  her  wings,  and  expresses  the 
mournful  wish  that  he  might  only  be  able,  like  her,  to  “  fly 
away,  and  be  at  rest.”  From  the  height  of  his  exaltation,  the 
splendors  of  empire,  and  the  glory  of  his  high  estate,  his  thoughts 
turn  to  the  deep  shades  of  the  waste  wilderness,  and  to  the  rocky 
clefts  upon  the  hills,  as  furnishing  a  shelter  more  secure,  and  a 
repose  more  to  be  coveted,  than  all  that  riches,  royalty,  might 
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and  grandeur,  in  their  combined  strength,  can  furnish.  What  a 
commentary  upon  the  worthlessness  of  what  the  world  thinks 
great! 

And  yet,  such  is  humanity,  that  nothing  earthly  can  give  it 
peace.  The  heart  of  man  may  be  amused,  or  stupified,  or  ex¬ 
cited  for  a  while;  but  it  is  never  at  rest — never  at  perfect  peace — 
never  healthfully  tranquil  in  the  things  of  this  present  world. 
Man  is  an  exile  from  Eden,  and  the  consciousness  of  it  ever 
clings  to  him.  He  was  created  among  the  flowers  of  Paradise, 
and  he  cannot  feel  at  home  among  the  thorns  and  rocks  of  a 
cuised  world.  God  has  put  a  voice  within  him  which  ever  cries, 

“  This  is  not  your  rest.”  Though  he  may  nestle  himself  in  the 

• 

midst  of  all  that  earth  has  to  attract  and  tempt,  he  still  hears  this 
inward  monitor  crying  to  him,  u  This  is  not  your  rest.”  The 
whole  race — from  the  highest  to  the  lowest — is  in  a  constant  fer¬ 
ment  of  anxiety  to  reach  a  state  of  repose  and  quiet  which  none 
seem  able  ever  to  reach.  From  the  children  disgusted  with  their 
old  plays,  to  the  grandsire  vexed  with  the  cares  of  his  gathered 
fortune,  there  is  one  common  longing  for  some  precious  good 
which  has  not  yet  been  found.  During  the  whole  pilgrimage, 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  none  ever  rest  from  their  struggles 
after  rest.  Give  to  the  child  the  toy  it  covets,  and  it  will  soon 
dash  it  aside  to  ask  for  another.  Give  to  man  whatever  posses¬ 
sion  he  may  desire,  still  he  will  long  for  something  else.  From 
every  department  of  life — from  every  condition  in  society — from 
the  emperor  as  well  as  from  the  beggar — the  cry  is — 

“  Oh  where  shall  rest  be  found  ! 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul !” 

It  seems  as  if  God  had  fixed  a  magnet  somewhere  in  our  nature, 
which  keeps  all  the  elements  of  our  being  in  continual  commo¬ 
tion.  There  may  be  health,  strength,  and  their  attendant  quali- 
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ties;  but  still  something  is  wanting.  There  may  be  external 
excellencies  and  accomplishments  both  natural  and  acquired;  but 
still  there  is  no  peace.  There  may  be  mental  attractions  and 
adornments — genius,  talent,  taste,  and  learning;  but  yet  there  is 
nothing  to  satisfy.  There  may  be  honors,  riches,  pleasures, 
friendships,  all  these;  and  yet  there  is  an  emptiness  unfilled — 
some  felt  want  unsupplied.  There  may  even  be  true  piety,  and 
real  adoption  into  the  family  of  God’s  own  children;  and  yet, 
while  we  remain  in  this  corrupt  body,  and  this  unfriendly  world, 
there  is  no  perfect  rest.  We  may  be  changed  in  heart,  and 
earnest  in  the  work  of  our  salvation,  and  hopeful  through  the  re¬ 
demption  that  is  in  Christ  Jesus;  but  we  are  still  left  to  mourn, 
that  when  we  would  do  good,  evil  is  present  with  us.  We  may 
have  some  blessed  experiences  in  our  attempts  to  pray,  to  praise, 
and  to  serve  our  God  ;  but,  it  is  with  such  mistakes,  such  weak¬ 
nesses,  such  mingling  of  improper  motives,  that  we  are  still  left 
to  sigh  and  long  for  a  holier  and  better  state.  We  may  love  God 
above  all,  and  count  all  things  but  loss  that  we  may  know  him, 
and  be  with  him,  and  enjoy  him,  and  live  in  the  light  of  his  un¬ 
veiled  face;  but  shadows  and  clouds  are  still  about  us,  and  our 
souls  still  cry — “  Oh  that  1  had  wings  like  a  dove  !  for  then 
would  1  fly  away ,  and  be  at  rest.” 

Now,  a  state  of  things  so  sad,  and  a  depression  so  intense  and 
universal,  ought  at  once  to  command  our  attention,  and  awaken 
our  solicitude.  Whence  and  why  is  humanity  thus  disquieted 
beyond  the  power  of  everything  earthly  to  charm  it  to  peace? 
What  mean  these  outcries  of  our  souls  which  cannot  be  hushed — 
these  longings  of  heart  which  nothing  here  can  satisfy?  We 
ask  of  the  magnificent  philosophies  of  Greece  and  Rome,  but 
they  furnish  no  explanation.  We  apply  to  the  apostles  of  infi¬ 
delity,  but  they  give  us  no  solution  of  the  great  problem. 

The  voice  of  nature  in  other  departments,  tells  us  that  God  is 
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quite  too  beneficent  to  have  created  man  in  a  condition  so  per¬ 
turbed.  And  here  and  there  a  shrewd  guess  is  all  that  mere 
humanity  can  give  to  account  for  its  own  wretchedness.  But 
God  hath  spoken.  And  in  the  light  of  that  Revelation  which  he 
has  given  us  we  need  not  be  left  in  doubt.  Man  is  a  sin¬ 
ner. i  and  to  that  fact  he  may  trace  all  his  misery.  The  Bible 
tells  us,  that  we  have  all  erred  and  strayed  like  lost  sheep.  And 
who  can  look  at  the  unhealed  wounds,  and  the  unwiped  tears  of 
universal  humanity,  and  for  one  moment  doubt  the  sad  record  of 
our  fall  from  what  Jehovah  made  us?  Why  these  felt  priva¬ 
tions — these  conscious  bereavments — this  saddening  absence  of 
what  our  nature  craves, — if  we  have  not  in  some  way  forfeited 
our  original  prerogatives,  and  made  ourselves  aliens  to  the  portion 
for  which  we  were  created  ?  It  is  nature  trembling  and  groaning 
under  the  curse  of  sin.  It  is  the  blighted  spirit  telling  of  Paradise 
lost — of  God  offended — and  of  banishment  from  the  peaceful 
bowers  in  which  man  had  his  primeval  home.  We  are  guilty; 
and  this  fact  alone  explains  our  misery. 

But  this  universal  sigh  of  humanity,  speaks  of  mercy  as  well 
as  wrath.  It  is  heaven  calling  to  the  exiled  soul.  It  is  Di¬ 
vinity  still  stirring  wilhin  us,  inviting  us  home,  and  bidding  us 
look  up  and  hope  for  a  better  portion.  It  is  fallen  nature  cling¬ 
ing  to  the  prospect  of  some  probable  redemption.  It  is  a  ray  of 
hope  still  playing  over  the  ruin  sin  has  made.  It  is  the  earnest 
expectation  of  the  creature,  waiting  for  some  deferred  manifesta¬ 
tion  of  the  sons  of  God.  It  is  a  remaining  spark  that  warms  to 
be  kindled  again  to  the  light  and  joys  that  have  been  lost.  It  is 
the  plank  of  the  mariner,  caught  from  his  sinking  vessel,  on 
which  he  would  yet  struggle  on,  and  perchance  reach  some  safe 
green  islet  in  the  midst  of  the  heaving  sea.  It  is  nature’s  gospel 
to  save  exiled  man  from  absolute  despair.  God  doth  hereby 
signify  to  us,  that  we  are  not  undone  beyond  all  possibilty  of 
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recovery;  and  that,  though  humanity  is  a  wreck,  it  may  yet  find 
some  redemption  yet  to  come. 

Nay  more;  these  universal  sighs  for  rest  furnish  a  strong  inti¬ 
mation  that  there  is  rest  somewhere  provided  for  us,  if  we  can 
but  strike  the  right  path  to  reach  it.  God  seems  to  have  laid  into 
the  very  framework  of  our  being  a  sort  of  instinctive  conscious¬ 
ness  of  the  great  truths  which  concern  us  most.  For  example, 
there  is  in  us  a  natural  motion  towards  the  idea  of  a  God — a 
groping,  and  searching,  and  unquietness  of  the  soul,  struggling 
to  feel  its  way  to  some  acquaintance  with  its  Maker.  And  these 
inward  motions,  which  could  come  from  the  Creator  only,  serve 
as  proofs  to  us  that  there  is  a  God.  There  is  in  us  also  a  natural 
dread  of  the  invisible  and  unknown — a  sense  of  fear,  and  want, 
and  privation — a  dread  of  what  is  divine, — which  expresses  the 
guiltiness  of  our  condition,  and  the  condemnation  in  which  wre 
have  involved  ourselves.  And  as  there  is  in  universal  man  this 
constant  and  inextinguishable  longing  for  rest  beyond  what  earth 
can  give,  may  we  not  take  it  as  the  instinct  of  our  immortal 
nature  pointing  to  a  better  portion?  In  none  of  the  other  desires 
which  the  Creator  has  given,  has  he  mocked  or  disappointed  us. 
In  giving  us  appetites  for  food  and  drink,  he  has  also  created  the 
materials  with  which  to  satisfy  them.  Having  inspired  us  with 
desires  to  excel,  he  has  given  us  a  world  in  which  to  operate, 
and  placed  objects  before  us  well  worthy  of  our  noblest  efforts. 
Having  given  us  domestic  and  social  affections,  he  has  set  man 
in  families,  and  ordained  and  constituted  everything  to  fit  such 
an  arrangement.  In  giving  us  dispositions  to  worship,  he  has 
set  himself  before  us  as  the  object  worihy  of  sublimest  veneration 
and  love.  In  predisposing  us  to  offer  sacrifices  to  satisfy  our 
forebodings  of  evil,  he  has  provided  for  us  the  great  sacrifice  of 
Calvary  by  which  the  entire  apostate  world  may  be  reconciled 
unto  himself.  In  giving  us  a  propensity  to  pry  into  futurity, 
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and  to  be  forecasting  in  our  mental  disposition,  he  has  also  ap¬ 
pointed  a  future  for  us,  and  the  means  of  looking  in  upon  at 
least  its  great  outlines.  And  in  that  he  has  created  in  us  these 
never  ceasing  sighs  and  cries  for  rest,  may  we  not  be  assured  that 
he  has  somewhere  prepared  a  place  where  they  shall  be  satisfied? 

What  and  where  this  rest  is,  nature  may  not  know.  It  may  be 
neither  on  sea,  nor  on  land.  It  may  not  be  found  in  the  lone 
isle  nor  in  the  distant  valley,  in  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  stars.  And 
yet,  the  outcries  of  our  nature  tell  us  that  it  is  somewhere.  The 
earthly  senses  may  never  have  the  least  knowledge  of  it;  but 
still,  the  aching  and  longing  of  the  soul  within  insist  that  it  is 
somewhere. 

“  This  shred  of  life  cannot  be  all  the  web 
Nature  hath  wrought  to  govern  Divine  spirits ; 

There  is  a  heaven ,  because  there's  misery. 

The  Divine  Power,  ever  blest  and  good, 

Made  not  the  world  for  an  ill-natured  jest, 

To  sport  himself  in  pains  of  those  he  made.” 

No;  it  cannot  be.  And  reasoning  from  the  settled  starting 
point  of  the  Divine  Beneficence,  our  very  pains  and  restless  aspi¬ 
rations  prove  that  man  has  a  better  portion  somewhere.  They 
are  nature’s  certificates  of  an  existing  heaven — dim  certificates, 
it  is  true,  but  still  falling  in  with  the  Holy  Apocalypse,  wherein 
we  read  of  a  heavenly  home,  and  an  everlasting  rest  for  poor  sin- 
wearied  man,  where  his  griefs  shall  have  an  end,  and  troubles  be 
no  more. 

When  God  finished  his  creations,  he  rested  the  seventh  day, 
and  hallowed  it  as  a  foreshadow  of  a  rest  in  heaven.  When  he 
brought  up  his  people  out  of  Egypt,  he  brought  them  into  a  land 
of  rest — the  type  of  a  still  purer,  holier,  and  far  more  desirable 
dwelling  place  on  high.  And  when  the  blessed  Savior  came  to 
leave  the  world,  he  said,  “I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you,  that 
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where  I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also.”  u  There  remaineth  there¬ 
fore  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God.”  u  For  we  know,  that  if  the 
earthly  house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved,  we  have  a  build¬ 
ing  of  God,  an  house  not  made  with  hands  eternal  in  the 
heavens.”  The  Gospel  brings  us  these  glad  tidings,  and  pub¬ 
lishes  peace.  Its  whole  spirit  is  peace.  And  every  promise  it 
contains  tells  of  a  land  prepared  and  reserved  for  man,  u  where 
the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest.” 

For  the  present  we  may  be  unable  to  understand  exactly  what 
that  rest  shall  be;  but  we  are  not  left  in  utter  ignorance.  We 
may  at  least  “see,  as  through  a  glass,  darkly,”  and  “know  in 
part.” 

We  know  that  it  shall  comprehend  a  perfect  freedom  from  all 
present  evils,  distresses  and  clogs.  There  “  the  inhabitant  shall 
not  say,  I  am  sick.”  There  “moth  doth  not  corrupt,  nor  thieves 
break  through,  nor  steal.”  “  There  shall  be  no  night  there;  and 
no  more  curse.”  £l  They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst 
any  more;  neither  shall  the  sun  light  on  them,  nor  any  heat.” 
(c  Sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away;”  “and  God  shall  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  their  eyes.”  The  aching  head  there  is  at 
rest.  The  bosom  there  heaves  no  more  with  grief.  Adversity 
comes  not  within  those  sacred  enclosures.  All  there  “  do  rest 
from  their  labors.”  The  body  there  knows  no  more  pain,  decay, 
nor  death.  The  heart  there  feels  no  more  the  sting  of  sin,  nor 
the  taint  left  by  unperfected  redemption.  The  intellect  there  is 
set  free  from  its  present  embarrassments,  and  comes  under  the 
sublime  tuition  of  celestial  genius,  and  is  inducted  into  the  deep 
things  of  Godhead  and  eternity,  and  knows  even  as  it  is  known. 
As  angels  in  their  glory  are  above  the  clogs  and  vicissitudes  of 
mortal  life,  so  shall  man  be  when  he  cometh  into  his  rest;  for 
“  the  children  of  the  resurrection  shall  be  equal  unto  the  angels.” 

We  know,  too,  that  the  heavenly  home  will  furnish  a  scene  of 
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blissful  associations.  There  is  the  general  assembly  and  church 
of  the  first-born  registered  in  heaven — of  the  spirits  of  just  men 
made  perfect — the  innumerable  company  of  the  angels,  and  of  the 
good  and  great  of  all  lands  and  all  ages.  It  is  the  place  of  the 
true  communion  of  saints,  where  each  heart  is  surrounded  with 
countless  kindred  hearts — a  great  congregation  of  blest  and  loved 
ones  to  celebrate  together  the  mysteries  of  redeeming  love. — 
There  we  shall  meet  Abraham,  and  Moses,  and  David,  and  Paul, 
and  the  Reformers,  and  Martyrs,  to  hear  from  them  the  wondrous 
things  of  God,  and  above  all,  Jesus  Christ  himself  arrayed  in 
his  mediatorial  glory,  and  like  John  lean  our  heads  upon  his 
bosom,  and  drink  in  his  words  of  blessing  and  wisdom  warm  from 
his  own  hallowed  lips. 

We  know,  too,  that  the  employments  there  are  as  transporting 
as  the  associations.  Though  it  is  a  rest ,  it  is  not  a  place  of  tor- 
pitude  or  quiescence.  It  is  filled  with  high  and  holy  activities. 
There  is  study  there — study,  however,  without  weariness  or 
pain — study  of  the  works  and  character  of  God — intellectual  ex¬ 
cursions  through  the  mighty  ranges  of  infinite  thought  and  power, 
furnishing  glorious  discovery  upon  discovery,  without  limit  and 
without  end.  There  will  be  deeds  of  kindness  there,  and  works 
of  love,  untarnished  by  the  touch  of  selfishness,  and  undulled  by 
the  hard  heart  of  ingratitude.  There  will  be  joyous  celebrations 
there,  and  worship  most  sublime — songs  the  most  enrapturing — 
and  hosannas  and  halleluias 

“  Loud  as  from  numbers  without  number — 

Sweet  as  from  blest  voices  uttering  joy !  ” 

And  yet,  the  half  has  not  been  told  us.  “  It  doth  not  yet  ap¬ 
pear  what  we  shall  be.”  Perhaps  we  could  not  know  it  all  and 
live.  Our  faculties  at  present  are  very  feeble,  and  when  pressed 
too  far,  or  burdened  too  much,  the  result  is  derangement,  if  not 
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destruction.  There  have  been  scenes  and  displays  of  things 
earthly,  which  have  utterly  prostrated,  overcome,  and  unstrung 
for  life,  the  minds  of  those  who  witnessed  them.  There  is  dan¬ 
ger  of  straining  our  feeble  powers  to  a  degree  of  tension  which 
flesh  and  blood  cannot  bear.  It  is  pleasant  for  the  eye  to  behold 
the  light;  but  that  light  made  too  intense  would  soon  destroy  all 
powers  of  vision.  And  if  the  glories  of  the  heavenly  rest  were 
fully  laid  open  to  us  in  their  naked  wonder  and  sublimity,  per¬ 
haps  the  revelation  would  be  insufferable,  and  the  exhibition  too 
intense  for  our  present  imperfect  organization.  But  this  much 
we  know ,  that  when  He  who  is  our  life  shall  appear,  we  also 
shall  appear  with  him  in  glory,  and  be  like  him ,  for  we  shall  see 
him  as  he  is. 

“  0  glorious  rest !  0  blest  abode  ! 

We  shall  be  near  and  like  our  God!  ” 


Here  is  rest — the  bright  home  to  which  our  unquiet  natures 
point — the  crown  of  all  human  hope — the  fulfilment  of  all  our 
dreams  of  joy.  And  as  our  thoughts  dwell  upon  that  sublime 
portion,  our  hearts  thrill  with  a  still  deeper  and  deeper  response 
to  the  Psalmist’s  words: — “  Oh!  that  1  had  wings  like  a  dove ! 
for  then  would  1  fly  away  and  be  at  rest.” 

But,  my  brethren,  let  us  not  delude  ourselves  by  supposing 
that  mere  sighing  for  heaven  will  bring  us  there.  Mere  guilty 
spleen,  or  disappointed  ambition,  or  the  reluctance  of  a  proud 
heart  to  submit  to  its  appointed  lot,  may  lead  to  the  utterance  of 
this  mournful  cry  with  a  pathos  as  deep  and  earnest  as  that  which 
David  felt.  One  may  be  sick  of  the  world,  and  desire  to  retire 
from  its  noise,  because  he  cannot  enjoy  its  confidence,  its  honors, 
or  its  wealth.  Mere  dejection  is  that  worldly  sorrow  which  work- 
eth  death.  To  wish  an  asylum  from  moral  pollution — to  long 
for  exemption  from  sin  and  its  evils — to  sigh  for  retirement  from 
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wrong,  wickedness  and  bitter  soul  trials — is  a  gracious  affection, 
which  will  do  much  to  help  us  heavenward.  We  may  safely 
and  justly  wish  that  the  battle  were  over,  and  the  victory  secure. 
Jesus  desired  that  the  day  of  his  agony  might  not  be  protracted. 
Paul  desired  “to  depart  and  be  with  Christ.”  And  all  true 
Christians  look  and  long  for  the  day  when  Christ  shall  come  to 
take  them  to  himself.  But  mere  discontent  with  our  lot,  or  dis¬ 
gust  with  life,  or  vexation  with  the  world  because  it  will  not  love 
and  honor  us,  is  hut  the  sinful  paroxysm  of  pride  and  vanity,  as 
intolerable  in  heaven,  as  it  is  unlovely  on  earth.  There  is,  in¬ 
deed,  a  rest  provided — a  glorious  rest — an  eternal  rest — a  rest 
where  all  the  aspirations  of  the  soul  shall  be  more  than  satisfied; 
but  there  is  only  one  narrow  way  to  reach  it,  and  few  there  be 
that  find  it.  It  is  lawful  to  desire  rest,  and  necessary  that  we 
should  yearn  after  it;  but  we  must  desire  it,  and  aim  at  it  only 
where  and  as  God  promises  it.  There  is  no  peace  but  the  peace 
of  God;  and  no  rest,  except  through  Jesus  Christ  We  must 
enter  into  God,  and  dwell  among  his  attributes,  and  be  conformed 
to  his  image — we  must  enter  into  Jesus  Christ,  and  hide  in  his 
precious  wounds,  and  have  his  life  infused  into  ourselves,  or  there 
can  be  no  rest.  All  judgment  is  committed  unto  the  Son. 
What  He  binds,  is  bound;  and  what  He  releases,  is  released. 
He  is  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life.  God  says, te  This  is  my 
beloved  son,  hear  ye  him.”  And  Jesus  himself  saith,  u  Come 
unto  me ,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  1  will  give 
you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon  you  and  learn  of  me ,  and  ye 
shall  find  rest  unto  your  souls.”  To  Him,  then,  we  must  go, 
and  through  Him  alone  can  we  hope.  They  that  forsake  Him, 
forsake  the  fountain  of  living  waters,  and  hew  out  to  themselves 
broken  cisterns  which  can  hold  no  water.  There  is  no  other 
balm  in  Gilead,  and  no  other  physician.  And  they  that  look 
for  heaven,  and  sigh  for  rest,  without  faith  in  Jesus,  or  submis- 
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sion  to  Him,  shall  reap  only  disappointment  and  despair.  “There 
is  none  other  name  under  heaven,  given  among  men,  whereby 
we  can  be  saved.” 

But  all  that  we  need  to  secure  an  entrance  into  rest,  we  have 
in  Jesus.  As  we  need  pardon,  we  have  it  in  Jesus.  As  we  need 
sanctification,  we  have  it  in  Jesus.  As  we  need  strengthening 
and  guiding  grace,  we  have  it  in  Jesus.  And  whatever  may  be 
required,  we  have  in  Jesus.  By  His  blood  we  now  have  liberty 
to  enter  into  the  holiest,  by  a  new  and  living  way  which  He  hath 
consecrated  for  us  through  his  flesh.  He  is  our  wisdom,  our 
righteousness,  our  sanctification,  our  redemption.  He  is  our 
hiding-place  from  the  storm,  our  covert  from  the  tempest,  and  the 
Rock  of  Ages  to  sustain  and  shelter  us  until  the  day  of  trial  is 
past.  He  maketh  us  to  lie  down  in  green  pastures;  He  leadeth 
us  beside  the  still  waters;  and  He  shall  bring  us  in  safety  through 
the  dark  valley  and  shadow  of  death.  Listening  to  him,  trusting 
in  him,  obeying  him,  imitating  him,  we  shall  find  rest.  Yea, 
whosoever  believeth  in  him,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
live ;  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  him  shall  never  die. 

In  sighing  for  rest,  the  Psalmist  wished  for  “  wings  like  a 
dove.” — The  dove  is  a  lovely  bird  in  the  associations  of  the  Chris¬ 
tian.  It  was  the  dove  that  came  with  the  green  olive  leaf  to  Noah 
as  he  rocked  upon  the  flood,  and  longed  for  the  cessation  of  the 
waters.  It  was  “as  doves  flying  to  their  windows,”  that  the 
prophet  prefigured  the  ingathering  of  Christ’s  ransomed  ones  in 
the  latter  days.  And  to  be  (C  harmless  as  doves,”  is  our  adorable 
Savior’s  command  to  all  his  followers.  It  is  a  bird  so  gentle  and 
so  peaceful  in  its  mein,  that  it  seems  above  all  other  things,  to 
have  found  for  itself  what  sorrowing  mortals  so  much  long  for. 
Perhaps  David  thought,  that  if  he  could  but  be  equipped  as  it, 
he  too  might  find  the  rest  he  wished.  At  all  events,  if  men  will 
cherish  the  qualities  of  that  bird,  and  imitate  its  harmlessness, 


16 


they  will  save  themselves  from  many  sorrows,  and  find  even  here 
upon  earth  much  more  of  heaven. 

But  as  David  spoke  by  inspiration  of  God,  at  the  same  time 
that  he  uttered  the  sigh  that  rested  on  his  own  heart,  we  may 
well  suppose  that  his  words  have  also  a  deeper  and  richer  mean¬ 
ing.  The  dove  is  the  emblem  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  It  was  “  in 
a  bodily  shape  like  a  dove”  that  the  Holy  Spirit  descended  upon 
the  meek  and  guileless  Jesus,  to  sanctify  him  for  his  work.  And 
when  the  Psalmist  wished  for  “  wings  like  a  dove”  to  fly  away 
to  rest,  we  may  well  take  it  as  no  mere  idle  prayer,  but  as  a 
devout  longing  for  the  aid  of  that  Holy  Spirit,  whose  great  mis¬ 
sion  is  to  comfort  God’s  sorrowing  children,  and  to  bear  them  up 
as  on  heavenly  wings  to  the  high  abodes  of  peace  and  everlasting 
rest.  It  was  not  the  aid  of  the  mere  bird  to  which  his  soul  was 
looking,  but  the  aid  of  that  Dove  from  the  heavenly  hills  which 
the  earthly  bird  doth  typify.  It  was  the  Spirit  of  the  Living  God 
in  which  he  trusted,  and  for  which  he  prayed.  This  could  bear 
him  up  in  his  trouble.  This  could  comfort  him  in  his  distress. 
This  could  give  peace  to  his  agitated  heart.  This  could  raise  him 
above  the  gathering  storm,  and  give  to  his  soul  wings  to  soar 
away  to  a  high  and  placid  world,  whose  atmosphere  is  balmy 
peace,  whose  green  turf  hides  no  dismal  tombs,  and  within  whose 
pure  domain  no  griefs  or  sorrows  ever  come. 

Jesus  is  no  longer  personally  upon  earth.  He  sitteth  at  the 
right  hand  of  the  Father  Almighty  where  our  weak  senses  reach 
him  not.  But  he  has  left  behind  him  an  efficient  executor  of 
his  will  and  grace.  When  he  departed,  he  sent  the  Comforter, 
to  reprove  the  world  of  sin,  of  righteousness,  and  of  judgment 
to  come — to  guide  us  into  all  truth — to  take  of  the  things  of 
Jesus  Christ  and  show  them  unto  us — to  help  our  infirmities — 
to  strengthen  us  in  weakness — and  to  be  in  us  an  earnest  of  the 
coming  inheritance.  Whatever  gifts  and  graces  distinguish  and 
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exalt  the  saints  of  God,  all  come  to  us  through  the  operations  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  Love,  joy,  peace,  long-suffering,  gentleness,  good¬ 
ness,  meekness,  temperance,  all  are  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit.  Wis¬ 
dom,  knowledge,  faith,  gifts  of  healing,  miracles,  prophecy,  dis¬ 
cerning  of  spirits,  “  all  these  worketh  that  one  and  the  self-same 
Spirit,  dividing  to  every  man  severally  as  he  will.  ’ 9  And  whatever 
efficiency  there  may  be  in  the  truth  and  ordinances  to  sanctify 
and  elevate  the  soul,  “  it  is  not  by  might,  nor  by  power,  but  by 
my  Spirit,  saith  the  Lord.”  If  we  are  inclined  to  obey  God,  and 
trust  in  Christ,  and  seek  heaven,  it  is  all  by  and  through  the 
Spirit.  If  we  have  power  over  temptation,  and  patience  to  endure 
trials,  and  glad  experiences  in  the  things  of  faith,  it  is  all  by 
and  through  the  Spirit.  It  is  by  and  through  the  Spirit  that  we 
rise  above  earth’s  perturbations,  and  stand  like  the  traveller  on 
the  Alps  in  pure  and  serene  heights  where  we  may  look  upon 
the  clouds  and  storms  far  down  beneath  our  feet.  This  is  the 
Dove  whose  wings  bear  us  to  the  world  of  rest. 

And  how  glad  should  we  be  to  know  that  this  celestial  Dove 
stands  ready  to  answer  our  calls  for  aid  !  How  precious  the  as¬ 
surance  which  the  Savior  gives,  that  our  heavenly  Father  is 
more  willing  to  give  his  Spirit  to  them  that  ask  him,  than  the 
fondest  of  earthly  parents  are  to  give  good  things  unto  their 
children  !  Oh,  let  us  rejoice  and  give  thanks  for  the  amazing 
kindness  and  compassion  of  our  Lord  !  Let  us  betake  ourselves 
to  the  fountains  of  grace  and  consolation  which  he  has  opened 
for  us !  Let  us  ask  him  for  his  Spirit  and  honor  him  for  his  love, 
and  exult  in  him  as  the  chief  joy  of  our  hearts!  Let  us  love 
him,  and  obey  him,  and  trust  in  him  for  ever!  Thus  he  shall 
be  our  God,  and  we  shall  be  his  people.  And  when  life’s  jour¬ 
ney  is  over,  and  flesh  fails,  and  the  world  with  its  noise  and  pomp 
recedes  from  our  fading  eyes,  our  spirits  shall  take  wings ,  and 
soar  aloft,  amid  the  music  of  angels,  to  everlasting  rest  in  the 
bosom  of  our  redeeming  Lord. 
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